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THE BLESSING OF ISRAEL. 

Numbers uiv. 3. — Balaam lifted up hit eyes, and he saw Israel abiding in bis 
tents, according to bis tribes, and the Spirit of Cod came upon him, and be took, 
up bis parable, and said : 

Like chosen Tallies in the beam 

Of the blue, cloudless, eastern sky — 
Like cedar trees beside the stream, 

Bright, beautiful, and high — 
Such, Israel, are thy dwellings fair, 
Smiling beneath the breezy air, 
And such thy tabernacles, where, 

In clouded majesty, 
The mighty Lord of Israel reigns, 
To bless the beauty of thy plains ! 

Forth from thy vessels thou shah pour 

The rush of waters, far and wide, 
Scattering the seed of blessings o'er 

The earth's remotest tide ; 
And thou shalt put dominion forth 
O'er the mightiest kings of earth 
For 'neath Jehovah, since its birth, 
Thy strength is wont t' abide. 
Thy kingdom grows, and it shall rise, 
Exalted proudly to the skies ! 

Thy God, O Israel, from the land 

Of bondage, toil, and slavery, 
Hath guided thee with saving hand, 

From tyrant power to flee. 
Great art thou, Jacob ! mighty one ! 
Forth from thy presence kings are flown. 
Kings, and their nations, overthrown 

Have rendered might to thee : 
Beneath thine arm of vengeance crush'd, 
Their vaunting and their triumph bush'd ! 

'Gainst Jacob the enchanter's power 

Availeth not, nor secret charm, 
To wreak on him the evil hour — 

To work him scathe or harm ; 
But future times shall say of aught 
Jehovah for his people wrought, 
" Behold, how here his God hath fought 

" With his tremendous arm !" 
Blessed of nations ! every age 
Shall add to Israel's heritage ! 

From every cliff and lofty rock, 
Mine eyes behold thy majesty. 
Terrific as the earthquake shock, 
Or tempest thro' the sky ! 
And who, though lonely thou dost dwell 
Apart upon each lovely hill, 
Shall count the dust of Israel ? 

Oh, thou who dwell'st on high ! 
Let me but die the righteous' death, 
And be like his my parting breath. 
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Jacob is sinless in the sight, 

Of God's all-searching, sleepless eye ; 
His arm shall be an arm of might— 

An arm of victory ! 
Hark 1 hark ! — the pealing trumpet rings ; 
The voice of tens of thousands sings, 
Among them rise the shouts of kings, 

In triumph to the sky : 
The Lord is near to guide— to guard ; 
Glory and victory to award ! 

Like thee the lion croucheth down— 
And who shall rouse him from his lair ? 
Like thee, before his victim shown, 

His terrors doth he rear ! 
He cares not in his den to lay 
His limbs, to shun the scorching day, 
Until he feast upon his prey, 

And his warm vitals tear. 
Who blesseth Israel, bless'd is he ; 
And cursed he who curseth thee ! 

For out of thee, in time afar, 

The glory of the earth shall come : 
From Jacob shall beam forth a star 

To cheer him in his gloom : 
From thee a sceptre shall arise, 
And one in vengeance who destroys ; 
Kingdoms shall fall — the mighty flies 

To his prepared doom ! 
Israel shall govern far and free — 
His hand shall triumph valiantly ! 

R.M. 
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This is any thins but a poetical age. Enlightenment and intelligence 
have advanced : Algernon Sydney's " good old cause" is progressing 
onward, and, in the tide of events, will now " gain ground with every 
breaker ;" but poetry is going backward. We speak of Byron, Shelley, 
Wordsworth, and Coleridge, as of those who have passed from us, and 
with them all strains of " higher mood" have ceased. They have be- 
queathed to us only a dreary sense of the insufficiency of their successors. 
During the last few years we have had a thousand and one delicate and 
elegant and hot-pressed poems, outpoured upon us — the labours of the 
common intellects of the land. Half of them sank still-born, and were 
seen no more ; a few swam for some little months, and perished ; some 
are, to our shame, still floating along : but, we venture to predict, not 
one of the leaves of those honey and sweet milk tomes will ever find its 
wayinto time's " eternal volume." 

We have said that we no longer look on the fear great and gifted 
spirits we have named, as belonging to the present age of poets. Two 
of them— the youngest and the greatest — have quite passed the well 
known bourne : " ubi sieva indignatis cor ulterius lacerare neqnit." 
The other two have had their glory eclipsed by a shadow as deep as that 

* The Arrow «nd the Rose— By William Kennedy — 1830. 



